that my fingers., fumbling with a dessert spoon, had bent
it. I straightened it hurriedly, stood up, and left the
terrace. I was no longer hungry.

I walked through the house into the gardens. In one
of the lower terraces overlooking the beach there was a
small alcove. It was usuaEy deserted. I went to it.

THe sun had gone and it was dark. Above the hills
across the bay stars were already shining. The breeze had
stiffened a little and carried a faint smell of seaweed with
it. I rested my hot hands on the cold brickwork of
the parapet and let the breeze blow on my face. Some-
where in the garden behind me a frog was croaking.
The sea lapping gently at the sand made scarcely a
sound.

Out at sea a light winked and disappeared. Ships ex-
changing signals, perhaps. One, maybe, a passenger liner,
rustling swiftly through the oily sea on its way east, the
other a cargo boat, travelling light with a half-submerged
screw, thrashing its way towards Marseilles. .On the liner
they might be dancing now or leaning on the rails of the
promenade deck watching the moon on the wake and
listening to the water bubbling and hissing against the
plates. Below their feet, deep down, would be half-naked
lascars sweating amidst the roar of oil-fired boilers and
the thudding of propellers. The headlights of a car swept
the road round the bay, gleamed on the water for an
instant, and were lost among the trees as the car headed
for Toulon. If only I ...

A shoe grated on the gravel slope behind, and some-
one began to descend the steps leading to tie terrace.
The footsteps reached the bottom. I prayed that their
owner would turn to the right, away from me. There was
silence, a hesitation. Then I heard a rustle as a piece of
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